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i ne i rageore ? 

He needs no indirect nor lawfull courfe, 

To cut offthofe that hauc offended him. 

i. Whomadethee then a bloody miniftcr, 

When gallant fpring, braue PJantagcnet, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee / 1 
CU. My brothers I o ue,t h eJDejjjlJ n d my rage. 

1 . Thy brothers Joue,thc deuif^and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

CU. Oh, if you loueftirother, hate not me, 

I am hisbrother,and fTbuehim well : 

/fyou be hirdefor need, go backcagaine, 

And / will fend you to my brother Glcccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will fortydmgsofmy death. 

2. \ ouare dcceiu d, vour brother Giocefter hatesyou. 
CU. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me dcare. 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo wc will. 

Cla.TcW him, when that our Princely father Yorke 
Bleft his three fonnes with hisvitftariousarme: * 

And chargd vs from his loule to lone each other 
He little thought of this diuidcd frcindlhm. 

Bid Giocefter thinke of thisand ht will wrepe. 

Am. I, milftones, as he Ir (Tond vs to wei ne.* 

CU. O, do not Hinder him for lie is kinde, 
i. Right.as fnow in barir ft, thou deeeiuft tbyfeffc 
Tishethat fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. [t cannot be: for when f parted with him. 

He hudg me in hisarme 3 , and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labour my dcliucrie. 

2., Why lo he doth, now lie dcliuers thee 
From thtoworjds thraldome : to the ioyes of heauen 

i. Make peace with God,foryou muff die my Lord 

CU. Haft thou that holy feeiling in thy foule. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God 
And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blind ’ 

That tnou wilt war with God for murdering me ? 

Ah firs confider he that fctybuTon 

To do this deede,w/i hate you forthisdeede, 
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of Richard tbethrid. 

2 rrhat fball we do? 

CU. Relent and fane your foule*. 

1 Relent, tis cowardly and womanifh. 

CU. Not to relent, is beaftly ; fauigc, and diuclifh 
My friend, /fpie Lome pittic in thy lookes : 

Oh /f thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Conie thou on my fide and entreate for me : 

A begging Prioce,\vhatbcggcr pirtics not? 

1 I thus, and thus: if this will not ferue, H cfhtbshim. 

lie chop thee in the malmcfey But in thenext roome. 

2 A blood le drede,and defperarely performd, 

How faine like Pdatc would I waft) my hand, 
Ofthismoftgricuousguiltiemurdcr done. 

1 Why doeft thou not helps me? 

13 y heauen s the Duke fhiil knowhow flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 

Take thou thefer,and tell him what I fay. 

For I repent me that the Duke is flame. Exit. 

1 So do not I, goe coward as thou art : 

Now mufti hide his body in fomc hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for hisbui iajl : 

And when I haue my meedl muftiway, 

For this wil out, and her* I mu ft not flay. Exeunt. 

Enter King, ^uetne, HaftingSyRiuerSy&c. 

KUg- So.nowl haue done a good dayes workc, 

You pecres cont Ruethis vnited league, 

I eucry day expeftan EmbalTage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence: 

And now in peace my foule (ball pan to h eauen. 

Since I naue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Riuers ard Haftings,'akc each others hand, 

Diilemblc not your hatred, fwcare youi loue. 

Rt. By heauen my heart is purgdtrom grudging hate. 

Ai d v tfb my hand 1 (cale my true hearts loue, 

Hift. So thriue las I fwcare the like. 

K>ng. Take heed you daily not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupremeKmgofKijJgs, 

Confound your Hidden fal(bood,and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
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